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a short while befoie Nona's departure, and I asked him if he knew
of a combine to get to Gibraltar or anywhere near England. He said
he would let me know. Then I met two Polish officers; they had
been prisoners in Germany, had escaped and were looking, too, for
the road to England. A few days later the undetermined man came
along with another undetermined man and said here was the man
for me.
He had a red face, humble manners and said he was a diamond
merchant from Antwerp, and both swore he was straight and honest,
in fine, an oasis in the crookedness the town of Marius was. I
mentioned I wasn't alone, because two Poles were in the same boat
with me and we couldn't afford to pay too exorbitant a price. The
diamond merchant said he would have a look round and would iind
what we wanted. He appeared timorous, and his friend told me,
after he had bowed himself out, that it had been difficult to persuade
him to meet me because he was afraid of mouchards and the police in
general. But I'd made a good impression on him and he would do his
best. We met again, and the man of diamonds informed me he was
in possession of three French demobilization papers, and the
warrants were made out for Beyrouth, in Syria; from there we
could get with ease to the English. He asked ten thousand francs
for each of them. A furious argument followed, at the end of which
he halved the price. Even so, it would have meant parting with
my treasured twenty pounds, and for the Poles it would have meant,
too, parting with everything they possessed. I wanted to see those
demobilization papers, but he said he would show them only when
the money was there. He would put the papers into an envelope,
I should do the same with the money, and simultaneously we would
exchange our envelopes. That was, he said, his way of doing
business. If 1 didn't trust him the deal was off. He was giving the
papers so dirt cheap that he really didn't care whether the transac-
tion came off or no. I said I would speak to the Poles. I fixed an
appointment with him in the afternoon. That was the day before
Nona left.
The Poles said it was a trap. There would be old newspapers or
something in the envelope. I said I thought the same, but we should
put ourselves into the man's place; he could mistrust us, too,
because if we had the papers in our hands we could refuse paying
for them and he had no remedy against that. The Poles thought I
should persuade him to show the papers before we paid. I said
1 would try. In the afternoon the diamond merchant showed signs
of impatience. 'He exclaimed that he transacted ten times bigger
deals with less talk. Then I got the idea he should hand those